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Preface

Warning! And welcome aboard. What you are about to experience may be too intense
for the young, old, and for expecting mothers. This ride contains rapid twists, turns, and
inversions that may affect those who are faint of heart. No loose articles are permitted on
this ride. And now pull your harnesses down, you are about to experience the terror
of. ..... Frustration! The following work is an experiment with frustration. Because
frustration is a combination of many other emotions, it is one of the most difficult to
describe states of human experience. Emotions intensify into frustration; at the same time,
frustration reaches unbearable levels and intense emotional states follow. The sadness
one experiences can consume a life and cause frustration in the fact that the sad situation
cannot be changed. Helplessness and harsh enlightenment can also cause overwhelming
frustration. The best and worst emotion, love, can engender debilitating frustration levels
as well. A myriad of other emotions can build every level of frustration. Frustration is
universal and no one is immune to its affects. In this way this work can engender a
reaction in the audience that varies with every experience. The goal of this project is to
engender frustration in the reader as well as other emotions and reactions. I would like
the reader to relate to the characters, to feel their frustration as their own, and apply their
own life experiences to the work. The reader should examine how they would react in
similar situations.
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Techniques
Stream of Consciousness
In order to create the sense of disarray and disorganization of frustration this project

focuses on stream of consciousness writing. This technique of sporadic thoughts and
jumps from one idea to another showcased how frustration tends to have no pattern or
control and thoughts tend to quickly enter and leave in an attempt to relieve stress.
William James stated, "There is a stream, a succession of states, or waves, or fields (or of
whatever you please to call them), of knowledge, of feeling, of desire, of deliberation,
etc., that constantly pass and repass, and that constitute our inner life." (James) William
James was an expert in the field of consciousness. He suggested that we have fields of
consciousness that are always complex (James). These streams encompass the senses of
body and objects, also of memories of the past and dreams ofthe future. In addition
feelings of contentment, dissatisfaction, fears, loves, and determinations also make up the
stream of consciousness (James). In concrete states of consciousness these many
parameters of stream of consciousness are all present at the same time at different levels
(James). A mind may be focused on a task at one point with a stream of hunger and food
thoughts at a smaller level. Later the thought of food may take over the task and cause a
person to eat. In other words, one state will seem to be an insignificant sensation and
others of simply memories. Surrounding the sensations there may be an amount of will
and around the memories and extent of emotion (James). The mutations of consciousness
and rearrangements of thoughts are commonly gradual. However in the case of
frustration, these movements of thoughts can be very fast in response to stress (James).
Focus or margin can change quickly or slowly. The brain can switch focus only or margin
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only (James). They can switch importance as well however nothing is exact. Each
thought passing through the mind is important to the individual and is needed for the
expression of emotion, sensation, and personality (James).

Collage, Cut-up, and the Dissolution of Frustration
The arrangement of the following work is unique and creative. It is set up in a collage
or "cut up" disorganization. The sporadic and jumbled technique attributes the confusion
and total disorientation that frustration may cause. It also increases the effectiveness and
power of the work by creating an unpredictable path towards an unknown resolution. The
Juxtaposition of different pieces of narrative can uncover unexpected and beautiful
results. This form of narrative may sound groundbreaking however it has been used
successfully by others, in particular WilliamS. Burroughs and Brion Gysin. These two
professionals were inspired by the commonly used collage method in fine arts and
photography (Burroughs). They literally cut their text with scissors vertically, horizontally,
and diagonally and then rebuild the essay by putting the pieces together at random. The
reconfiguring often led to accidental masterpieces. Burroughs learned of the cutup
technique in 1959 from the painter Brion Gysin (Language). Gysin was using cutups in
his art work and Burroughs recognized how this could be used with essays and text. He
performed many experiments with text from this moment on (Language). His early works
included Paris in Minutes To Go (Brion Gysin, Sinclair, and Gregory Corso) and The
Exterminator (with Brion Gysin). These works were written in order to introduce the new

collage technique to the literary world and to the general public (Language). Burroughs
and Gysin worked together on these collage experiments many more times during the
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sixties. One of their most important works were three films they produced with English
filmmaker Antony Balch (Language). These films where titled "Open Fire", "Cut-Ups",
and "Bill and Tony." Their most influential literary work was titled The Third Mind
completed in 1965 and published in English in 1978. The final version ofthis book has
become a collection of cut-up experiments performed from 1960-1978 and a
memorandum of what the cut up method encompasses for Burroughs and Gysin
(Language). After Burroughs had become an expert with his new craft he began to
explain a theory of the cutup. He described that word and image techniques become
locked into our minds so that conventional patterns of perception thought and speech trap
the brain and determine our actions (Language). Burroughs used the cutup as a way of
revealing word and image constraints and erasing them. This alteration of thought is
conveyed to the author and reader of the work. Burroughs believes the cutup method is a
method of inspiration, invention, and redefinition (Language). The collage method
allowed for more artistic freedom. This project was an opportunity to explore artistic
ways of shaping words. Commonly writing is structural and cramped by rules of
organization. In artistically producing this work I chose to creatively produce a piece with
total freedom without constriction.

Assemblage Artist Inspiration
I believe collage is an important inspiration for my work. I draw many of my ideas
from found object assemblage artists. I enjoy seeing pieces that some see as trash can be
juxtaposed with other pieces that don' t seem to fit and transform into beautiful pieces of
art. My work is a collage of pieces that individually at first glance may not seem to
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connect. But when weaved within each other, the theme of frustration is emphasized as
similar emotions and reactions are conveyed. Assemblage artists use any object they may
find (Delahoyde). Pieces of objects, bits, everyday materials, trash, or junk that no one
would ever expect can be used as art as materials (Delahoyde). One influential
assemblage artist of significant inspiration is Louise Nevelson. Nevelson was originally
from Kiev, Russia but eventually made her way to New York after a tumultuous life
(Delahoyde). She would gather materials for her pieces from the streets ofNew York in
the early morning hours. She would then sculpt elaborate or simple pieces and paint them
all a single color. Some of her work resembled a city scape that could be described as

critiquing the dirtiness of the cities (Delahoyde). The works also enhanced the
uniqueness of texture and pieces under the monochromatic coat of paint. N evelson was
an independent woman who did not live under the restrictions and confmements of her
craft. Louise Nevelson was an amazing and talented sculptor and a pioneer (Brody). She
was never discouraged by groundbreaking ideas and pioneering creativity in art (Brody).
Her scattered pieces of junk were joined as one by a single color much like the stories,
artwork and poetry in this collage are connected by a single emotion, Frustration.

The Science of Frustration
Effects on the Body
Epinephrine is a hormone released by the adrenal medulla through the sympathetic
nervous system (Chirmule). It is also known as adrenaline and is part of the fight or flight

I

r

•

•

...

f
response. When someone is faced with what seems like impossible to overcome
situations or other mental and physical stress this hormone comes into play (Chirmule).
It causes many changes in the actions of the body including sometimes miraculous bursts

of energy. The hormone is secreted near the abdomen and travels through the
bloodstream. It increases heart rate, blood sugar, and metabolic rate in order to produce
the maximum amount of energy to achieve an end (Chirmule).

When the brain is

constantly stressed in constant frustration unnatural levels of epinephrine can occur
(Chirmule). Frustration can drastically altar the actions of the body and mind.
Epinephrine begins to take its toll. The blood vessels constrict tighter and tighter. As
the blood pressure increases the heart pumps faster and faster. It needs oxygen more and
more oxygen. Blood cells are working on overdrive as the hemoglobin carries the oxygen
to the muscles and brain. Carbon dioxide waste is taking up space and quickly moved
atop the blood cells to the lungs to get released. "Tighter! Tighter!" says the brain to the
vessels. I need oxygen. I need to think to find a solution to relieve this tension.
Air moves into the lungs more quickly now. It travels down the trachea through the
bronchi and bronchioles to meet the alveolar sacs. The airs precious cargo is dropped into
the blood stream and the waste makes its return journey to be exhaled. This exchange
occurs more rapidly as the lungs begin to hyperventilate. They can't seem to get in
enough oxygen. The brain and heart are screaming for more but the lungs are at their
peak. It begins to get harder to expand and contract. It is difficult to breath. The force is
too much.
The excitement and frustration that love creates can take the body and mind to
extreme highs and lows. Rationality can get in the way of achieving true love and desires
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can overcome the ability to think clearly. MRI scans can measure brain activity when
people see loved ones (Colen). When in love one area of the brain is consumed by the
pleasure chemical dopamine. This is the same area that reacts when using cocaine
(Colen). Love acts like a drug. When one is confused or their love is constricted it may
become severely frustrating causing the same strong urges as drug withdrawal.
The digestive system is shut down. Acetylcholine is drastically reduced and nausea
sets in. "There is no time to eat!" shouts the brain, heart, and lungs. A war has begun with
the lungs as impartial witness. The brain constantly attacks the heart with impulses,
screaming at it to be rational. The heart retaliates with its desperation to be happy and
fulfilled. We must protect the body from stress! We must satisfy the body no matter what
implications may arise! Safety, Protection! Wants, Desires! Logic! Love! A never ending
struggle between the head and the heart.
Alzheimer's disease is a neurodegenerative disease in the brain caused by abnormal
clumps and tangled bundles of fibers made up of misplaced proteins (NINDS). The
symptoms of Alzheimer's disease include memory loss, language deterioration, and
impaired ability to mentally manipulate visual information, poor judgment, confusion,
restlessness, and mood swings (NINDS). The long term results of Alzheimer's disease
are the destruction of cognition, personality, and the ability to function (NINDS). This
slow deterioration can be very frustrating to the family and to the person who is ill. It is
extremely difficult to watch helplessly as a loved one slowly disappears or to fight to
keep hold of your own memories.
"Where are the answers!?" shout the neurons as the y form new synapse after new
synapse. The dendrites dis-attach and re-attach forming connections reading nerve cells
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in a constant search for the right connection. The cell cell contact that had for so long

held solutions to any problem. Impulses are quickly traveling down axons speeding up as
they leap over myelin sheaths. It is a battlefield of electricity shooting through the brain.
Hurry! Hurry! Make the right synapse. Find the correct bond to stop. Stop the confusion
clouding the brain.

Experimentation with Emotion
There has been much research in the area of emotion. A growing emphasis on the
importance of regulating and not regulating emotions is growing in order to understand
the development of psychopathology (Thompson). There have been many works
highlighting the theory, concept, and method of emotion science (Thompson). There is
never ending potential in the study of emotion. Some attempt to find an exact
phenomenon to study (Thompson). Guidelines and approaches have been suggested on
how to record emotional development. Some studies include the role of temperament and
environment on emotion regulation. Others discuss how emotion can become problematic
(Thompson).
Another group of studies examines how people communicate and use emotions to
solve problems (Jenkins). This differs from research on cognition because it concentrated
more on how emotion translates to personality (Jenkins). This research however is not
concentrated and is very sporadic so its power to influence psychology is small.
Integration and isolation of certain areas of emotional research can help contribute to
psychology (Jenkins). Some isolation of the mental processes includes expression,
regulation, and adaptation of emotion (Jenkins). These are common to all people but

individuals have differing styles and ways to control emotion. These differences are a key
ingredient in the study of emotion (Jenkins).
Some research focuses more on brain activity and not behavioral science. Studies
using magnetic resonance imaging or MRI have been used to study attention control
(Grent-t-Jong). Timing and sequence of attention was measured using electrical brain
potentials. Control cues and event related reactions were studied to measure how the
brain reacts. This technology may be applied to the study of emotion as well (Grent-tJong). Consciousness was also experimented on using new technologies. Flash stimulus
were flashed and interrupted by an object (Del Cui). The quicker the flashes moved the
less often those watching saw the object between the flashes (Del Cul). High density
recordings and cortical source reconstruction were used to examine brain activity caused
by stimuli to find what areas of the brain were related to certain frames of consciousness
(Del Cul). Emotional stimuli can be used to stimulate areas of the brain and observe how
it reacts under various emotional pressures.
More specifically the science oflove has also been examined (Colen). The areas of the
brain (caudate and ventral) that are stimulated by love can help to explain why and what
occurs when we love (Colen). As in the study of attention MRI scans were used to
evaluate the brain waves of those newly in love in order to uncover why love is so
powerful and painful when lost (Colen). The results of such evaluations suggested that
because love stimulates the same area of the brain as the instinct to find food and water it
is not an emotion but a natural drive in the brain (Colen). This may be why some will go
major lengths for love, because it is a survival instinct like finding water and nourishment.
Rejection studies revealed that the section of the brain responsible for physical pain was

activated when love was lost. This strong emotion can engender major frustration and
insane actions (Colen). Frustration studies include organizational frustration and how it
affects behavior (Spector). Some behaviors analyzed include job performance, aggression,
and absenteeism (Spector). Few studies have been done that specifically target frustration
as an emotion. Those that have been conducted highlight its affects on job dissatisfaction,
inequality, and change in organization (Spector).

What is Frustration?
Frustration in my project can be defined as the constant struggle to regain control or
control something that cannot be controlled. Frustration mounts when one slowly,
repeatedly loses control of thoughts, or situations. The character in one story is repeatedly
angered by societal problems that she cannot control. The characters in other stories are
constantly struggling to control sporadic thoughts that confuse and consume their lives.
I believe that a practice of writing can unblock distinctions between the inner and
outer person. I see writing as a way of bringing the internal experiences outside. No
matter what is written some part of the writer in transferred to the piece. Inner emotion
and mood of the author may strongly affect what is created. As I was writing much of my
own experience and emotion traveled into the piece. Writing can be therapeutic in that it
does allow for inner feelings to be translated and showcased. The external and internal
are one.
I channeled much creative spirit into this project. I enjoyed working on it and pouring
my own experiences and emotions onto the page. It has been an evolution and rebirth of
ideas. Be sure you lap belt is tightly fastened. Your ride is about to begin.
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From Leaves to Roots of Frustration

Henry felt eyes focus on his back. Someone was staring at him. He could feel
the eyes burning through his head. He turned. They were talking about him.
They would speak and point in his direction. He could see the young girl with a
concerned look on her face talking to the stern man in a suit. No she wasn't
concerned she was annoyed. The man looked as if he was angry. Scared, Henry
ducked behind a wall. The man in the suit followed him around the corner and
called to him. Who were these people? They seemed to be conspiring against

him. Telling secrets making plans for his demise. 11 Get away from me! 11 he yelled
to the man and sprinted down the hall. The young women all of a sudden
appeared in front of him out of nowhere. How did she get in front of him? How
did she know he would run? How did she know where he was headed and how
to cut him off? Now he was sure they were part of some agency out to get
innocent people. They were going to lock him up. But for what? They knew his
moves and thoughts. They must have been watching him for some time. They
had cameras in his room! Bugged his phones! They knew everything about him!
Henry turned to run again, away from the woman but she ran after him. She was
prepared with tennis shoes and had speed compared to a sleepy man in his
slippers and quickly caught up. 11Leave me alone! 11 Henry screamed back as he
ran. Finally she reached him and wrapped her arms tightly around him. She
forcefully turned him to face her so he could not run again. 11What do you
want?! 11 what do you want! I have done nothing wrong! Why are you watching
me! Why do you want to take me away! Who are you! Who are you! 11 he yelled
repeatedly into her face. She suddenly burst into tears, she began to scream
something choking on her tears and shaking him violently. What was she
screaming so frantically? He stopped fighting to listen. 11 Daddy! Daddy! 11 he
heard, 11 Daddy it me your daughter! I'm your daughter Tabatha! It's me! It's me!

- -le·--w.. ·

Thoughts escape me.
I grab them and drag them in.
My own name pulls away from me,
threatening to take away who I am
I am grasping with all I have,
hugging the precious memory of my daughter's birth
They must not disappear.
The visions of my being,
tightening the strings that belt them.
Released and returned in an endless circle
A sphere that is difficult yet far better
than a face hiding an empty person.

I can't believe this. Once again I have to park on the top floor of the garage,
once again I have to walk three blocks to get to work, and once again I will be
late. Who to blame. Who to blame. Wait I stayed out all night, I woke up late, I
procrastinated getting gas, but I needed an escape, I needed to feel good, I
needed to sleep. I can' t get out. An endless circle. I can't see light. "Good
Morning Nai." "It' s not a good morning. I haven't had a good morning in years!"
yelled Nai. She thrust down her purse and turned swiftly towards the door.
Steam seemed to radiate from her head, "I am DONE."

:-

4

Willow had always been drawn to his hypnotic blue eyes. The young boy who
she watched grow into a smart, level headed teenager. River was a staple in the
neighborhood football games and a good friend of the family. The hypnotist
would always stare adoringly at her and she was always sure to give him a little
extra attention. Though Willow never believed any romance would come of this
she continued to tease. He was three years younger than she. The boy could
never believe that his dreams of having her would be realized. The adored
believed that eventually River would get over her. However Willow would soon
be praying that he never got over her. For this unorthodox, unexpected liaison
would soon flower.

Nai marched out of the complex and into the street but not towards the
parking garage. She did not head to her car to drive home. Instead she looked to
the sky. "The beaches are to my left, the sun sets at the beach, the sun sets in the
west so north is this way." Nai started to walk north. With nothing but the
clothes on her back she walked with no intention of stopping or going back. She
had to get away from the stress, the anger, the pressure, and the unhappiness in
her life. Nai would just walk away.

My name is Henry ... My name is Henry .. .! need to remind myself sometimes.
It has been getting worse slowly and 11m constantly fighting to keep my
memories and my life in my head. I was diagnosed with Alzheimer's disease two
years ago and have been quietly dealing with my symptoms in my own home.
However now, since the passing of my beloved wife, my children have been
forced to admit me into a facility where my disease can be monitored. I never
wanted to be a burden on my family but I am still saddened when I think that
neither my son nor my daughter would sacrifice small aspects of their lives to
take care of me. Now I have to be treated like a child. I will be fed, bathed,
medicated, watched. It seems I could have kept a shred of dignity if my family
was performing these tasks. However, now only strangers will be present to
witness my embarrassing decline.

---- - __
,,_....._
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Drowning,
gasping for anything to pull you out of this hole
engulfed by liquid with nowhere to plant your feet.
Surrounded,
the pressure pushes from all angles
too much to push back, but it must not overcome.
Constricted,
forces tighten around you
movement is futile but necessary, must keep moving
Overwhelmed,
safety is moving further away
the light is fading, treading isn't working there's no way out.
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Willow could not think of a sound reason why she should not go out with
River the hypnotist. He had adored her for 6 years and never seemed to get over
her. The adored knew he cared about her and she cared about him as well. But
how could she? River was still just a teenager.
The music picked up again and Willow stumbled onto the floor with her bare
feet and a heavy head ...could she? The family party at which they had spent all
night dancing together soon came to an end and everyone pitched in with the
cleaning. River even did a little performance with the mop for the camera.
Everyone who had not left was invited to an after party at Willow's, where the
celebration continued. As the party continued Willow noticed that she did not
see River. Suddenly the hypnotist walked from within another room wearing a
tight t-shirt and jeans. Willow caught herself staring and realized "Oh no I think
he looks hot!" and she looked away. When had he grown up! When had her view
of him changed to he's a nice kid to he's a hot man!" Willow was terrified. Their
relationship would never be the same.
I've raised my children to be thoughtful and self sacrificing. They love me. I
think. I know that if it was at all possible they would take me in... Even with my
disease. They have busy lives. Work, children...but I'm their FATHER! They owe
everything to me and their mother. How could they abandon me at some alien
hospital to be probed and controlled! Wait. Where am I? Why am I in this strange
car surrounded by suitcases? My suitcases? Are they taking me away....away
from where? Who is this woman driving...she is speaking to me, "Dad, your
going to love this place." What? Oh! Yes, my name is Henry, "I'm sure I will
Tabatha. I'm sure I will."
I remember jumping into my fathers strong arms every night. Daddy Henry
held me tight and kept me safe. Now I look into the rear view mirror as we drive
to the home and see those strong arms have become frail and small. His
shrinking stature, however, is not what tortures me. It is his shrinking mind. I
have seen my father, my everything, slowly disappear. Forgetting the autumn
picnics and the summer swims. I have fought with him to try to keep his
memories. Daddy is erased and I constantly draw him back in. Tears seem to be
permanently welling beneath my eyelids. The moments when I see my Daddy he
sees a stranger in me. He gradually becomes a phantom to me as well. I am sad.
Always sad. Fighting this disease is an uphill climb in which the mountain never
peaks. I am no longer capable of giving him the care he needs, so I am bringing
him to a hospital where maybe medicine can repair the damage I could not mend
myself.
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It was almost noon when Nai reached an industrial area. It was completely

devoid of people and seemed very alien. Factories and Machines were
everywhere but the workers seemed to be non existent. Curious she walked
toward the large square white building. As she circled the building she spotted a
tent, then another. Soon an entire city of tents was revealed to her. Dozens of
makeshift homes stood in front of her with the residents slowly emerging from
their cramped bedrooms. Nai was astounded and bewildered. She could not
believe that so many people had been living like this just around the corner from
her workplace. A slender man came out of a tent and stretched towards the sky.
His long beard glistened in the sunlight. He turned and noticed the obvious
young woman dressed in a work suit and high heals. 11 Good Morning11 he
motioned toward Nai. "Urn good morning? 11 she confusedly answered. 11What's a
young lady like you doing exploring an unlucky mans neighborhood? 11 he asked.
11

1, I don't really know how I got here. 11 Nai responded. 11Well no matter how you

got here. Would you like some breakfast? 11 Nai should have said no. She should
have been afraid of the messy, unkempt old man, but she wasn't. He had an air
of kindness and sensibility. She accepted his invitation and he produced a box of
corn flakes. As they sat crunching on the cereal Nai inquired about the unusual
campground.

~.

Simply Frustration
I'm screaming in my head
I cant believe they just did that
They immediately ignored me as if I was dead
And when I persisted they took out their bats
I thought this was an archaic occurrence
I thought this was over
But I could not save the man tied tightly onto the fence
I ducked to the ground to try to get lower
Their weapons slammed hard onto my back
But I did not feel pain for myself
Purified rage bubbled up with each smack
I jumped back to my feet with such stealth
I could not let this young man bleed to death

"Who are all these people?" asked Nai.
"We are those who are overlooked and disregarded. Veterans, drunks, addicts,
all homeless" replied the homeless man.

"It's terribly sad."
"We may be unfortunate but we are not sad. We live day by day and never
under appreciate life."
"Wouldn't you like to have a real home?"
" Young lady I would indeed enjoy having a comfortable bed to sleep on but the
plight of the homeless man is an endless circle. In order to pay rent I need a job
and to qualify for most jobs I need an address."

~
Nai had begun this walk out of frustration with her own life, but now the
anger was welling up inside her for a different reason. These people were stuck.
Unable to climb out of the world that society has hidden under the rug. These
people needed help though some may not want it. How could no one even care
who these people were. How could the world just throw people away? Nai once
again needed to get away. She felt restricted by society and seemed to feel the
pain of the wandering, lost, hobo. She lurched up and burst into a run away from
this place, away from this man, away from this frustration.

11

Willow was tired. Two days of pure revelry and she was now driving into her
dark driveway. Her headlights illuminated a bicycle in the grass. Which one of
the neighborhood kids could it be? Even though she was returning from a sexy
one night stand with a spicy young Brazilian she hoped that this bicycle
belonged to her boy. The adored stumbled into the house and, though she did
not need to, walked into the kitchen just to see who her brother's guest was. She
saw the visitor sitting at the computer but did not recognize the hypnotist at first.
It was her boy but his characteristic long blonde locks where gone. The hair she
loved to run her fingers through just to give him a thrill had been cut and dyed!
Drowsy and surprised Willow did not even say hello and carried her bags to her
room. She later threw herself onto the couch. The adored could have easily slept
but she wanted to be awake just in case he decided to talk to her. Her brother
then got up and suggested to River that they go rent a movie. Willow was on the
verge of falling asleep but River came over to talk to her. As her brother was
preparing to leave he stood across from her, "I'm surprised you haven't said
anything about my hair yet" he stated. "It's gone. That's because I'm so mad" she
whined. "I thought I would try something different." "Well, I don't like it"
complained Willow teasingly. Her brother returned and the two left for the video
store. Now she could have taken a nap, but no he would be back.

One Definition of Love
Indescribable
Loss of control
Overwhelming need
Voracious addiction
Everlasting happiness?
Yearning, Pining, Longing
One, only one
Unrelenting
Dare I say it?
For the one that you love becomes the one who can hurt you the most ...

-
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Overcome
A necessary journey at hand

Up many flights of stairs
Only to find they end in a cliff.
Move forward step by step
Gigantic edifice stops progress.
Trudge through mud climb over stones
To be engulfed by a cage.
Escape the prison move towards the goal
See the finish only to fall in a hole.
Heat, anger, breathe, reach out success in there
Obstacles that weaken can strengthen
Determination madness frustration
Sprint, leap, crouch, crawl,
Fight, fight, run, run, run, right into a wall.

Walking under the hot sun was taking its toll on Nai. Her suit was beginning
to absorb her sweat and her shoes were started to form calluses on her feet. At
that moment she arrived at a bustling street and full parking lot. An ambulance
zoomed by as Nai read the sign in front of her. "Helping our Children" it read.
She stared into the building behind it and observed those inside. Many young
children dressed in hospital gowns were playing in a large room. Parents seemed
to watch from across the room intently. They soaked up the children's smiles and
laughs like sponges cherishing every action as if it was the last. Suddenly Nai
realized that these may well be the children's last play day. These were very sick
children. Stricken with Cancer they were living day by day. "Why?" She asked
herself. "Why did these children have to contract such a horrible disease? Why

....
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did it have to happen to the most innocent of people? Why?" Nai threw her heels
off ripped off her jacket and continued her fuming trek. This was not fair. Life
was not fair. She heard and saw nothing as she carelessly crossed the street and
was greeted by the honks of the speeding cars. Nai's head was beginning to fill
with more and more confusion and anger. Finally thirst and hunger pains hit Nai
as she had been walking for hours. She reached into her pocket and found two
dollars and a cough drop. Walking blind landed her a few blocks away from a
grocery store. Nai figured she would grab a drink and a bag of chips in order to
rest and clear her head.
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Daddy hugs me and he swings at me. He loves me then he runs from me. I
have put my life on hold to ensure that he is ok. But I cannot do it anymore. I
can't keep forgetting to pick my kids up from school because he is violently
trying to escape his own house. My husband can no longer stay home from work
searching the neighborhood when he walks away in search of himself. But I must
persist. Henry is my father. My role is to do all I can to make him well and if I
cannot to sacrifice everything to make him comfortable and happy. Daddy took
care of me so I must take care of him. But in taking care of him I neglect myself.
Does he want me to be so frustrated ...... Does he want me to look at him with
anger and sadness instead of the love that has been engulfed by these new
emotions. If I pass my responsibility on to others he will be taken care of by
professionals. My thoughts will no longer be clouded and I can allow myself to
love him entirely once again.

Are u there?
You speak. I hear you but,
Are you there?
You smile. Is it because I am bringing you dinner,
or because your daughter has come to visit?
Are you there?
You stand. To ask my name or to embrace me?
I look deep into your eyes attempting to see your soul.
Is your soul there?
Or has it left a void, will it come back this time?
You blink and I am overcome with happiness.
As you wrap your arms around me
like you used to when I was young.
We stand together for some time.
You are there! You are there!
11
Get off! Why are you grabbing me!? 11
You're gone.

9l
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'The hypnotist returned with a movie and a few more friends. One of th
suggested that they watch the movie at their house. Not knowing
. Wil what m:m
VIe
h
h
they rented or if she could stay alert long enoug to watc I~
low quickly
added, "But I wanted to see the movie." The adored. really di~ not have any
interest in the movie but she knew if they watched It there River would most
likely sit next to her and she wanted him there. They put the movie and chose
spaces on the couch. Willow was sprawled out because of her fatigue and h
the hypnotist came to claim his seat she offered to sit up to make room.
en
don't have to get up" River said. "But you can't see from that spot it's behindou
Christmas tree" Willow commented. "That's alright I'm fine" Too tired to
the
complain she lay back down. The movie began and they sat side by side. Will
hand was inches away from his leg and she could feel the tension betwee thows
"d
n em
buil . She wanted to touch him.

"N:

I want to touch him. I'm so close. One inch. But I cant I can't touch him
Everyone is here. They will wonder why. I need to touch him. I need to c~
'
d" hil
dh
ess
him. I m sleepy so sleepy. I want to lay my hea m s. ap. an ave him rub m
head. But no I can't. Why do I want this? What am I thinkmg! River's just a
A kid who has adored me since he met me, but no. ~y am I feeling like this?
Why is the tension so thick? Why do I want to touch him so desperately? H 1
just a kid. No I can't want him. I can't. He's my brothers friend not mine Be s
.
.
1" htl Y y
. ut he
IS mme. He was always mine. I will shift ever so s Ig Y· es. es. Now m h
and the
is that much closer. My fingers resting lightly between his
Ever so lightly so that no one will notice but me. I am touching him but still 1 ·
want more. Hold back. Hold back. He's just a kid.

ki/

b~ck

And
It is everything and nothing.
It is the peak of a majestic mountain,
as well as the jagged rocks below
It is comfort and fear.
A ride on a cloud high above the rest,
without the safety of a handle or net.
It is breathe and death.
Life is given when it engenders,
but when it is lost life stands still.

co~chand

Nai entered the small store and soon found the items she desired. While
standing in line Nai heard some commotion in the next line. "Hurry up you
walking corpses!" An elderly couple was slowly taking there place in the express
line while being pressed by a younger man behind them. Nai observed hoping
that the abuse would end there. As they reached the checkout the couple
proceeded to count pennies to pay for their food. The man once again spoke out,
"What! Pennies! Come on! Cant you just die already so I can get out of here!"
Nai's inclining rage began to build once again. However, this time she realized
something. The older couple never even acknowledged the presence of the
verbal attacker. They stood so calm and reserved and just went on with their
business. Nai began to calm down herself as she saw their silent strength. She
saw that in order to live in this harsh world patience would be a valuable and
essential virtue.

Disappearing
Ideas, thoughts, persons
Sleeping, silent
Erasing, eradicating,
All that embodies
Searching for self
Empty.

-
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The boy with the hypnotic blue eyes was a teenager. Willow was a young
adult. But the time that they spent together though entirely innocent was
absolutely amazing. They teased each other, praised each other, protected each
other, loved each other, but never told each other. Love meant loss of control to
Willow. It meant letting go. It meant getting hurt. She had hidden her heart
behind a protective wall her entire life. Giving it away to someone let alone a
teenager scared her to death. The adored spent years dealing with the war
between her head and her heart. The constant inner battle was wearing her
down. Willow could no longer take being torn apart she had to make a choice.

---~~-'?
j.
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The sun set as Nai sat on a bench outside the store. She fell int0 a pensive
.
state as she recalled the events of the day. Through out the perilous emotional
.
stress she had seen she was the most enraged and frustrated yet none of the
and
. .
injustices where happening to her. The homeless made the best of therrhves
did not waste time dwelling on their situation. The children and the'rr parents did
not let sadness keep them from enjoying every breath. And the vener able couple
never even flinched when hurtful things were said to them. Nai was havmga
.
revelation. She had walked out on her own life because of petty stresses of
fatigue and work, but she had a roof over her head, her health' and her youth
was usually respected. Her frustration was unwarranted and wasteful · Asshe
asked the store clerk to call her coworker to pick her up she said to hersel£, "I will
never allow myself to get angered or frustrated by the terrors of life because then
I can easily overlook its beauty. I will live on with patience and virtue. "

Hesitant to be free
My heart has hid within a shield
A protective fortress has kept it safe
But now a weakness grows within me
One who has chiseled through the rock
After relentless tapping a hole forms
The heart exposed, allowed to love
Too vulnerable without the wall
Do not reveal the box is breached
Never show how the heart beats
Love allows for such great growth
And can also end with the deepest of falls
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"This can't happen. This won't happen." Willow said as she stared 1 .
.
.
.
.
~~y
into his hypnotic eyes. She loved River. She needed him. But she knew that t .
was never going to work. As Willow turned to walk away she saw his
his
grow violent!y sad. She couldn't, no she couldn't let go of her inhibitio
couldn't follow her heart. Perfect love stories only happen in the movi ns.L he
'
11
.
d d .
es. ove
can t rea y overcome all obstacles. Or can It. She turne
.d an qmckly r anaway
before her heart could get the best of her, but she di not get far. Willo
and turned back towards River's broken face. Without hesitation she
arms and smothered him with a long hard kiss. "Goodbye", Willow whi mto hi_s
the hypnotist's ear before she jogged away leaving a trail of tears, she nussed m

exp~essiOn

r:~topp~d
~pered

him alread y.
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Appendix
Artwork in order of appearance:
"Ear Shattering"
Collage of Various Photos, Black and White
"Floating Thoughts Escaping"
Colored Pencil, Multicolored
"I Won't Let You Get Erased"
Photo Collage and Pencil, Black and White, Multicolored
"Finished"
Photo, Black and White
"Echoes ofFrustration"
Colored Pencil over Black and White Photo Collage, Multicolored
"Compacting of the Mind"
Colored Pencil over Black and White Photo, Pencil, Multicolored
"Failing Apart"
Colored Pencil, Permanent Marker Outlines, Multicolored
"War!"
Colored Pencil, Multicolored
"I Can't"
Photo, Black and White

The prose of this work is compiled from three stories in order of appearance:
"You Will Never Disappear As Long as I'm Here"
"North, The journey of a woman fed up with the stresses of her life just drops everything
one day and walks north"
"The Boy Next Door"
Special Thanks to all who assisted in the making of this project.

...
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